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hedge. But now the low ebb of linen with him is a handicap:
he may in a spurt of the old spirit pride himself that he takes
but two shirts out with him; but shirts are no longer a super-
fluity to him in the perpetual motion of drinking old sack, un-
buttoning after supper, sleeping upon benches after noon, and
greeting fair hot wenches in flame-coloured taffeta. Yet this is
only part, and a smaller part, of a sad change.

Falstaff knows that he is not what he was.   "A pox of this

gout! or, a gout of this pox!  For the one or the other plays

the rogue with my great toe/"   His diseases prove harder to

turn to commodity. He had formerly revelled in his vast waist

as no slight prompting to his wit.   The discomfitures of his

heavy going have been an unfailing spur to the quickness of his

intellectual sallies.  But now he is sensitive to jibes about his

bulk. "Men of all sorts take a pride to gird at inc." As fodder

for their jests, he walks before his page "like a sow that hath

overwhelmed all her litter but one," a sad way of causing

wit in other men. He, who had once in his humour likened

himself to an apple-John, can no longer tolerate the name of it,

for the prince set ua dish of applcjohns before him, and told

him there were five more Sir Johns* and, putting off his hat,

said, *I will now take my leave of these six dry, round, old

withered knights/" Such affronts could only now be borne

when, leaving fighting o* days ami fuming o* nights, though

Doll be on his knee, he is beginning to patch up his old body for

heaven.  His bulk pathetically obstructs him: "an 1 had but a

belly of any indifferency> 1 were simply the most active fellow

in Europe: my womb, my womb, my womb, undoes me/'

And when Falstaff himself volunteers, a$ an explanation of

comparative ineffectiveness, *1 am old, I am old/* it is indeed

growing late. There may be a merry song or two before the

end* But the man who was born about three of the clock in

an afternoon, with a white head and a something round belly,

and who has lost his voice with halloing and singing of

anthems, will scarcely approve his youth much further.

Yet though Sir John's falling away is plain, no less plain is